KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

His brow puckered, giving his juvenile visage a
quaintly old appearance. The beautiful landscape
might just as well not have existed so far as he was con-
cerned, for his whole mental energy was absorbed in
trying to unravel the enigma. And yet the scene was an
enchanting one. Mountains encircled with a ring of
emerald trees, tender with their early spring foliage;
valleys filled with wisps of iridescent mists dappled with
golden sunshine. Edgar could only see his two compan-
ions opposite him, lolling on the comfortable seat of the
carriage. He glared at them as though by the very
force of his concentrated stare he could extract the
secret from their eyes and hearts. Nothing is guaranteed
to sharpen the intelligence quicker than a passion-laden
suspicion; nothing is better calculated to ripen the
infantile mind prematurely than the feeling that one
is on the right scent without knowing what one is hunt-
ing. Children are often separated from what adults call
"the real world'3 by a tenuous partition which a zephyr
may blow down.

Edgar was convinced that he was nearer elucidating
the mystery than he had ever been before; the solution
seemed to be just under his hand. He was excited at the
approach of discovery, and the solemnity of the occasion
made him grave beyond his years. In his unconscious, he
was aware that he had, reached the frontiers of his child-
hood.

The couple ensconced in the back seat sensed opposi-
tion in the air without realizing that it emanated from
Edgar. The roomy vehicle had suddenly grown too
small for the three passengers. The intense scrutiny of
the boy's dark eyes made the two elders uncomfortable.
They hardly ventured to utter a word3 to exchange a
glance. They could not get back to the gossamer-light
tone of their previous discourse. No matter what topic
they started, the conversation soon flagged.